JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT

Wednesday, January 26th.

The Duke of Genoa, with his two sons, Dukes of Padua and
Pistoia, had arrived, with certain ladies. The ducal party had
a table in a corner of the restaurant, and were waited upon
by the head waiter from the bar-room. They then sat in the
ball-room, the National Anthem or something being played at
their entrance therein, and the young dukes danced a bit, one
of them with a hotel visitor. They seemed bored. The Duke
of Genoa is very old, with a hatchet, sharp face, and he seems
to chew all his food, at great length, with his front teeth.
Gives the appearance of a rat eating at a piece of wood. But
apparently a decent fellow.

Thursday, January
I began to have vague ideas about work to-day, partly due
no doubt to Aldous Huxley's remark that he always began
to pine away after only a few days of complete holiday from
work.
At 3 p.m. we set off to see the finish of the bob-sleigh match.
Nothing much to see at the end of the ' Pista da Bob ', except
the ducal party standing and sitting on a rough platform of
boards. At intervals a ' bob ' swept round the corner and drew
up past the winning post, where men sat at a table in the sharp
frost writing down times and numbers in a book. The ski-
ing practice of village boys on a neighbouring slope was much
more amusing. Fortunately this spot was close to the Hux-
ley's cottage. We were bidden there for tea, and arrived before
4, and played make-believes with the two kids and Matthew's
mother.
I read another 70 or 80 pages of Olive Schreiner's " From
Man to Man " ; which is still missing the first-rate,
Friday, January 2&th.
I went off to catch the funicular up to the Belvedere on a hill
1,000 feet higher than Cortina. We call it a funicular, but
it isn't one. The carriage swings on a wire over the tree-tops
etc. All the other passengers were ski-ers. The sensation of
floating over the snowy slopes, and seeing fir-trees from the
top is rather amusing. The trajet takes only ten minutes.
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